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Who puts her in our hand to smite or spare

That hath done all this wickedness ? for these,

What were they but as shadows in the sun

Cast by her passing, or as thoughts that fled

Across her mind of evil, types and signs

Whereby to spell the secret of her soul

Writ by her hand in blood ?   What power had they,

What sense, what spirit, that was not given of her,

Or what significance or shape of life

Their act or purpose, formless else and void,

Save as her will and present force of her

Gave breath to them and likeness ?   None of these

Hath done or suffered evil save for her,

Who was the spring of each man's deed or doom

And root for each of death, and in his hand

The sword to die by and the sword to slay.

Shall this be left then naked in the world

For him that will to stab our peace to death?

What blood is this drips from the point, what sign.

What scripture is enamelled on the blade ?

Lo, this fair steel forged only to divide

This land from truth and cut her soul in twain,

To cleave the cords in sunder that hold fast

Our hope to heaven and tie our trust to God,

Here by the hilt we hold it, and well know

That if we break not, this now blunted edge

Being newly ground and sharpened of men's hands

That watch if ours will yet loose hold of it

Shall pierce our own hearts through.    Ay, be ye sure,

If ye bid murder and adultery live,